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the jungle at night. He tried in vain to rouse her.
She recognised him. "Let me be, Appochchi," she
kept repeating. "Let me die here, for he is dead.
Let me die here, Appochchi."
Then Silindu wrapped her cloth about her, and
carried her in his arms to the house. She cried a
little when she felt his tears fall upon her, but after
that she showed no more signs of grief. She lay
in the house, silent, and resigned to die; She had
even ceased to think or feel now. Life had no more
a hold upon her, and in the hour before dawn in deep
sleep she allowed it to slip gently from her.